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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
PRESENCES 

A THRUSH IN THE MOONLIGHT 

In came the moon and covered me with wonder, 
Touched me and was near me, and made me very still. 
In came a rush of song, raining as from thunder, 
Pouring importunate on my window-sill. 

I lowered my head, I hid my head, I would not see nor 

hear — 
The bird-song had stricken me, had brought the moon too 

near. 
But when I dared to lift my head, night began to fill 
With singing in the darkness. And then the thrush grew 

still. 

And the moon came in, and silence, on my window-sill. 

A MOCKING-BIRD 

An arrow, feathery, alive, 

He darts and sings; 
Then with a sudden skimming dive 

Of striped wings 
He finds a pine and, debonair, 

Makes with his mate 
All birds that ever rested there 

Articulate. 

The whisper of a multitude 
Of happy wings 
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A Mocking-bird 

Is round him, a returning brood, 

Each time he sings. 
Though heaven be not for them or him 

Yet he is wise, 
And daily tiptoes on the rim 

Of paradise. 

THE DEAD LOON 

There is a dead loon in the camp tonight killed by a clever 
fool, 

And down the lake a live loon calling. . . . 
The wind comes stealing, tall, muscular and cool, 

From his plunge where stars are falling. 

The wind comes creeping, stalking, 

On its night-hidden trail, 
Up to the cabin where we sit playing cards and talking. 

And only I, of them all, listen and grow pale. 

He glues his face to the window, addressing only me : 

Talks to me of death, and bids me hark 
To the hollow scream of a loon, and bids me see 

The face of a clever fool reflected in the dark. 

That loon is farther on the way than we are. 

It has no voice with which to answer while we wait. 
But it is with me, and with the evening star ; 

Its voice is my voice, and its fate my fate. 
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